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no money 
no beer 

no good angels around me 
all I got 

is work in the morning 
Monday morning 
the thought of it 
is a deep abyss 

every single day 
feeling the alienation 
of the feudal pendulum 

I seek to take in 

the immortality of the sunlight 

to be absolved by it 

to be taken to mythical islands 

to be free 

of the obligations 

of paying out to the man 

the blackhole of a system 
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Dragging myself 
to get out and go 

I don’t want to be among the crowds 

I don’t want 

to be among the masses 

every day 
I contemplate 
living deep in a forest 
but I'd still 

have to pay out to the man 
I'm sure 

the man 

will always find me 
wherever I go 

now I just want to savor 

that moment 

before the door opens 

to the reptilian streets 

that devours souls like my own 

every day 


*** 
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Today 

the anaconda 
of the crony 
turbo-capitalist system 
took another few ounces 
of soul out of me 

here I am 

waiting for windmills 
to teleport before my eyes 

and this soul gets crushed 
with a whimper 
not a bang 

and the cash register 
records our secret ideologies 
on hidden papyrus 

and the man 
in the big chair 
is a talking head 
of Satan 
I suspect 
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It's a half-hour till midnight 

I'm hearing 

the astral intruders 

in the utility closet again 

I shit you not 

and this has become 

pretty routine around here 

the world can he strange 

I know this 

and there's more 

than this world out there 

I know this to 

Somebody wants to feast 
upon my mind circuitry 
not again 
shit again 

same damm 
my ste ri ous 

dimensional vampirism 
as last week 
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Ye s 

all this shit is real 
Sunday 
M o n d a y 
Tuesday 

don't you know it 
don't you know it 

I've got these fallen angels 
here at midnight 
doing strafing runs 

soliloquies 
of thorns 
vocal thorns 

they seem to want 
the darkness 
of an eclipse 
fore ve r 

and it's just so far beyond 
where my mind can go 

some time s 

just thinking about it 
can cause a tempest 
within the soul 
and the weary mind 

*** 
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Cast them out 
cast them out 

what is all of that about? 
why is it so elusive for me? 

for certain 

there is power in the Word 

hut the world 

is a spinning sphere 

of the senseless 

so here we go again 

domination 

a personal dictatorship 
at Three AM 

and what I don't recall 
I commit 
to the haze 


*** 
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So this has been 
a screwed up night 

voices coming out of the walls 

little by little 

until the room 
is a great big 
overflowing goblet 
of sinister astral chatter 

e ve rything 

that once seemed so clear 
disappe ars 

this is an invasion 
of the mind 

of the quiet of the mind 

this is an invasion of the spirit 
and the serenity of the spirit 

it was never this way 

before I listened 

across the electric horizon 




- 7 / 31/2019 



8 


More and more 

the days are starting to seem 
like illusions 

I saw an eclipse last year 
first one in a while 
that was very real 

the blood moon 
that was real 

the blizzard 
this past winter 
all that ice and cold 
that was real 

but some days 
I'm finding myself 
entering a vortex 

I find myself 
in a world 
of glass walls 
and glass mirrors 

I find myself 
in a hypnosis 
remembering the words 
of the fortune teller 
that I never went to 
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The astral vampires are near 
they know 

that I can hear them 
I know that they come from 
the invisible city 
of electric psychosis 

so what's in a name 

spoken hy a Druid priesthood? 

it doesn't scare them away 
all this visualizing 
the white light 

more names 
more names 
more names 

I need them like arrows 
like silver bullets 

this is my own personal 
last stand 

if they ruin this night 
then tomorrow 
it will be rabbit holes 
for miles and miles 


*** 
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It’s too damn ear iy 
trying to shake off 
these astral visions 
where I go when asleep 
is anyone's guess 

the first light of dawn 
hits me 

gives me the dreads 

makes me fear 

the Last Judgement 

and I know that 

no matter what 

at some point in the day 

that nightmare 

with the electric eels 

is going to pop into my head 

I need to meditate 
to quell the winds 
hut I never meditate 
so the winds 
will never he quelled 

I need to meditate 
to drive away the harpies 
hut I never meditate 
so the harpies 
are never truly gone 

eels and harpies 

they find me 

they always find me 

with a 40 of heer 
in a hrown paper hag 
sitting on a park bench 
I see them falling from the sky 
like Lucifer fell from Heaven 



and these daydreams 

get to he worrisome to me 

when they can no longer he confined 

like vultures 
these daydreams 
just circle above 

just waiting for the opportunity 
to swoop down 
and pick apart 
my mellow afternoon 

quiet moments strewn about 
like bleached bones 
in the Mojave 


*** 
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This night 

there is an audio windstorm 

a vertigo condition 
of electrified sound 

this is not supposed to exist 
hut it does 

something has been resurrected here 

and confusion 

rises from off of the sea 

like a fog 

where can I go 
to escape 

this dreadful hypnotism 
pe rhaps 

to the distant 
palace of the elixir 


*** 
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I want nothing more 
so enchanting 

I want nothing more 
so mystified 

I thought I had known 
the voice of the Sun 

a commercialized salvation 
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Some time s 

with the whole pyramid scheme thing 

stuff goes had 

you wake up one morning 

and Mr. Ponzi 

is halfway to Barbados 

with your money 

other times 

the had luck shit 

just hits the bad luck fan 

and the hills are past due 

and it feels 

like you toil away 

for nothing 

time wasting away 

days falling into a chasm 

and then 

for a brief moment 
you see the sunlight break 
through the storm clouds 
and it feels like 
everything is okay 

all those storms of worry 

seem minuscule 

and in truth .they are 

but "the System" 
doesn’t want you 
to live according to the truth 

they have a truth for you 
to live by 

civilizations rise and fall 

the ages pass away 

and something new emerges 

but somebody somewhere 

always wants the minuscule things 




to darken your day 

that's just how it goes 
it's as certain 
as this month's jacked up 
car insurance hill 

which I have yet to pay 
flat broke at the moment 
smoking the cheaper pipe tobacco 
out on my back deck 
at twilight 

the sky is full of color 

and able to dissolve my troubles 
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This whole damn year 
is starting to really seem 
like a tar pit to me 

everywhere I step 
I'm sinking in the tar 
of minutiae 

little aggravations 
like little flies 
swarming all around me 

I can't wait for winter 

to come along 

and make everything cold 

this year is a tar pit 

yes.I am coming to believe 

that it is 

the telephones 

having been spewing tar 

for a while now 

even my mailbox 
is starting to spew tar 

damn.I've reached the point 

where I just want to 

sleep the rest of this year off 

until the next 


*** 
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Tonight 

my thoughts 

going nowhere 

hut up into 

The Spheres of Music 

and why not? 

it's Saturday night 
the shit job 
is over for the week 

the stars are out 
and the Moon will rise 
at some point 

why not give my thoughts 
to the celestial heavens? 

for down below 

there's a whole lot of storms 
of bullshit and tragedy 

there's a whole lot 

of cruel speciesism 

there's the tragedy of Yulin 

and all of those sick-ass bastards 

at their sick-ass meat festival of Satan 

why not send my thoughts 
out to the Rings of Saturn? 

why not listen 

to the radio songs of Jupiter? 

why not astral project 

and go looking for other planets 

beyond Pluto? 

*** 
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Some thing 

is not right in this land 
hut then again 

something was always not right 

Why can’t we create 
a utopia 

of art and philosophy? 
how long 

is the mighty dollar 
going to rule us 
like some Babylonian 

diety.pyramid eye 

of the desert? 

some wicked spells 
of ancient Luxor on the loose 

now we have 
digital golden calfs 

and the world 

is a complicated organism 

I guess I should expect 
that things 

take a whole lot of time 
to change 

I guess I expect too much 
just going to put an end 
to this thought 
with a beer 


*** 
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Saturday night 
eternity on the mind 
hut I don’t know why 
right now 

I’d rather not look past tomorrow 

hut what can you do 

when your own thoughts defy you 

I’ve got too much 
running through 
the old noggin 

time to lay off 

the sweet herh for the night 

hut its hard to let it go 

I want to feel like 

I’m ascending to the Moon 

it seems like some of me 
can move through the walls 

and night scenes 
of the moonlit sky 
I’m envisioning 


*** 
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I devour this herb 
why not? 
who cares? 

I don’t need or want 
another opinion 

I just want to feel something better 
than alienation 

how it goes 

and how it seems 

some nights I can hear 

the vines growing up the walls 

I use a sacred telepathy 
to communicate with the crows 

why not? 

Watergate is in the past 
the surface of the Earth 
will one day 
be made of microchips 

and there's no obelisk 
in this neck of the woods 

amidst Aztec rain 
and Etruscan drums 

I lament 

for all the spiritual windmills 
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Ahh • • • • that feeling 
of waking up 

in a trans-dimensional vortex 

a trans-dimensional vertigo 

you wouldn’t want to meet 
who I met 

at the trans-dimensional rest-stop 

so go hack 

throw away 

the hacked radio 

don’t mess with that shit 

because a hunch of crazy shit 

is what you’ll get 

yes. 

portal opening devices do exist 
and more often than not 
they’re a douhle-edged sword 

through your closet door 
you could enter 
a rahhit hole 

warning. 

mind invaders .one mile 

de tour 

for the love of goodness 
de tour 

bridge out 

one thousand feet 

that refers to a trans-dimensional bridge 
and it’s out for a reason 
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Shit 

I woke up late 

now the morning 

is almost over 

my only day off from work 

this week 

shi t 

shi t 

shi t 

my morning 

when I didn't have to work 
sunk in the astral ocean 
of deep sleep 

it's almost noon now 
a bright 

sunny day in August 

I must savor 
each moment today 
I must compensate 
for what has been lost 

there's a bitter realization 
with each lost moment 

I must savor 

the sunlight 

beating down 

on the sidewalks 

as if it were 

an alchemical process 


*** 
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Mad is the mad 

sunlight filtered 

through a malevolent prism 

mad is the thought-stream 
hijacked 

by the malevolent Babylonian 
desert spirits 

it's like they got inside 
the radio of the soul 
and are proceeding 
to turn the dial chaotically 

mirrors and mirrors 
on the walls 

telling propagandized lies 

but there is always an audience 
out there 

in the realm of Hera 

and as far as her goddess eyes can see 

hydrogen clouds of (Gehenna 

are descending 

at an ever increasing pace 

so what do we do about it 

when we are struck 

with an obscurity of thought 

petroleum cabals 
radioactive plastic 
technocratic plutocracies 

it was the destruction 
of the fairy trees 
that sealed the fate 
of all men 

*** 
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The machinery 
is ever expanding 
ever transforming the landscape 
to include machinery 

the machinery 
is ever expanding 
it is ever becoming 
a new formality 

to this three dimensional existence 

the machinery 
is like a bloom 
of metallic ivy 

the machinery 
is like a new Ice Age 
vast in its reach 

the machinery 
has yet to reach 
the plateau of Giza 
the machinery 
has yet to dominate 
the Pyramids 

yet in time 

the (Great Sphinx will have 

electronic eyes 

and a radio soul 

that will pulsate out 

oracles from the (Great Beyond 

into the Cosmos 

where stars adorn 

the sky of our nights 


*** 
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Yuli n 

pit of human demons 

a name now 
synonymous 
with vile cruelty 
a cesspool of dark souls 

Tulin 

your festivals 

where human demons gather 

de spise d 
de spise d 

is the name of you 

who sends such images 
re volting 

out to the four corners 
of a horrified globe 
that now can feel 
the presence of this 
reflection of Hell itself 
upon the Earth 
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From far away 

the electric thunder 

seemed to originate 

shaking all 

of the telegraph wires 

shaking the realms 

through which 

the locomotives traversed 

and the werewolves 

turned their eyes to Luna 

for revelations infused in silver light 

and the barons of industry 

could think only in terms of numbers 

and the hired guns 

went out into the woods 

and never came out again 

and bats filled the sky 

not the seraphim 

and the steamships sailed away 

into the twilight Sun 

eternally infused now 

one with that ageless alchemical light 
and the dirigibles departed 
for the titan volcanoes 

and the many extravagant time clocks of the world 

aligned their sacred purpose 

with the whims of Demeter's intoxication 

and fogs of amnesia 

swept in from the north 

and took away our memories 

of nights when each gaslight was a temple 
a temple where our thoughts became incense 
a temple where we brought a peace of the soul 
to the realm of the dreamer 


*** 
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Here I am 
in the afternoon 

listening to the silence outside 
it is a deafening silence 

an absolute quiet 
that pervades 

it is as if everything 

has forgotten 

that sound even exist 

the birds 

the car engines 

the machinery 
of both the spectacle 
and of the void 

all of it has ceased 

I light a cigarette 
and see a flame 
yet I hear no sound 
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On occasion 

I have these visions 

of the far distant future 


i ce 

so much is ice 
froze n 

or desert 

everything is desert 
under a most powerful Sun 

they tend to hit me 
on Sunday afternoons 
When I'm on the couch 
trying to relax 

visions 

that are as good 
as a certainty 

filled with double meanings 

beyond my own 
comprehension of time 

far beyond 

my own comprehension 
of the passage of time 

as time will surely 

bring about 

these truthful visions 


*** 
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The thought of the workday 
tomorrow 

fills me with dread 

as my free-time is so fleeting 

looking up to the sky 
imagining mountains 
in the clouds 

time can he swept away 
it truly can 

I try and savor it 

yet the winds of time are powerful 

the winds of time 
do not abide 
by my will 
or by my wishes 

the winds of time 

have the power 

to deprive me of rest 

to deprive me of inner peace 

if I am not vigilant 

if I am not appreciating 

the moments that are before me now 

time when I'm at work 
can swing 

like a slow pendulum 

time at the dead end job 

falls off into a chasm of darkness 

to be alienated 

from one's labor is a drag 

to enjoy one's labor is a blessing 

yet still.right now 

I have moments that are free 

*** 

- 8 / 4/2019 




2019 



